Lady Strange 


Author: whitelightningb25 

Bands: Def Leppard 

Characters: Joe Elliott, Phil Collen, Rick Allen, Rick Savage, Steve Clark, Vivian Campbell 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Wed Sep 09 2020 01:3015 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


as always, i love some feedback! 


"What in.." Joe Elliott's sea-green eyes widened in shock. "How did you get back here?" 

The girl said nothing. 

‘Secu-" Joe started to yell. 

"Shut your big mouth for once." Rick Savage, better known as Sav, pushed his best friend of forty-three 
years down onto the sofa "No one call security yet." Sav was interested--no, intrigued, to know more about 
this girl. How did she get back here? They'd had groupies sneak backstage before, but Sav was pretty sure she 


wasn't a groupie. Too much clothes for that. 


"Mind explaining yourself, before | call security?" Joe demanded. "You have"--he grabbed Sav's arm and glanced 
at his watch--"two minutes and seventeen seconds." 


"Joe, shut up!" Sav groaned. "Sorry." He said, addressing the girl. "He didn't mean it" 

"Did so!" Joe protested, before Sav clamped a hand over his mouth. Joe licked it, causing Sav to roll his eyes. 
"What's your name?" 

"That doesn't concern you." She said, glancing around the room. 

American, and southern at that, Sav decided. It made sense. They were in South Carolina, after all. 

"Joe, don't get on that plane." 

"What in.." Joe trailed off. "How do you know...” 


"Don't get on that plane." She repeated, glancing around the room. "The one to Dublin, Joe. The eleven o'clock 
flight tonight." 


"And why shouldn't 1?" 
“Something terrible is going to happen" With that, she turned and made to leave, but Sav stopped her. 
"Wait. |.would you like to come back to the hotel?" 


"Sav, you can't lay her. She's what, sixteen? And you're married" Phil Collen said, a knowing look crossing his 


face. 


"Close." She smirked. "Fifteen" Sav swore he saw her eyes flash a strange golden color as she looked from Phil 


to him, but it couldn't have been Must've been the lighting, or that tequila shot | just had. 


| wasn't trying to lay her, Phil, get your mind out of the gutter! And we're getting a divorce, the papers are 
already signed and sent." 


"How the fuck did you get back here, and where are your parents? And what the fuck is going on here? What 
has my flight got to do with you, anyways?" Joe crossed his arms. 


"Yeah, what is going on?" Rick Allen, Def Leppard's one-armed drummer, chimed in. Vivian Campbell nodded, 


agreeing with Rick. 


The girl stared at Joe, and Sav took that opportunity to look her over. She wasn't terribly tall or terribly 
short, nor was she overly skinny. But she also wasn't.what is it kids call it these days? Thick. Wait, no, two c's. 
Thicc. She had dark brown hair, and it was just slightly curly. One thing that stood out to Sav was her Queen 
shirt, but it was her eyes that really got him, blueish green, with flecks of brown. Never in my life have | 


seen eyes like that. 

Sav shook his head. She's fifteen, for fuck's sake. Get it together. 

"What's your name, kid?" Vivian asked. 

‘Like | said before, that doesn't concern you. Now, to answer Joe's questions, | have my ways of getting places. 
As for my parents, | don't have any. | can't say anything more about what may or may not happen on your 
flight, Joe, but | strongly recommend that you reconsider getting on that plane. Oh, and by the way, great 
show! Have a good night, and think about it, Joe." 

And she was gone, leaving the five men to stare at the place she'd been standing. 

"Where.." Phil trailed off. 

"Something's strange about her. Off, even" Joe narrowed his eyes. "I don't like her" 

"She doesn't have any parents." Sav said softly. "Where will she go?" 

"Wherever, not our concern" Joe said. "| have a flight to catch." 

"No." Sav said firmly. "Don't you dare." 

I'm not cancelling my plans because of some lunatic bird. No, no, no." 

"Alright, fine, then, but at least come talk to me at the hotel before you go." 

"Fine." Joe huffed and made for the door. 


eR 


As the limo took him to his short-term home, Sav let his mind wander to years past. Joe had always been a 
stubborn sonofabitch, but it seemed he got more headstrong with each passing year. Sav wrote it off as old 


age, not that Joe was terribly old. At sixty, he seemed more like forty-five. Looked like it, too. 


Sav sighed. He himself was fifty-nine, but when he looked in the mirror, he saw an old man. An ugly old man 

with a deformed face. Stupid fucking illness. Once upon a time, he'd been the babe of the band. He'd had those 
blue eyes with an innocent glimmer, though he'd be the first to admit he was far from an angel. His body had 
been slim and lithe, all muscles and no flab. He laughed to himself. The only thing left from his glory days was 


his hair, still curly and long, though more silver now than brown. Well, his hair and one more thing.. 


"Mr. Savage, we've arrived." 


"Thanks." 

Sav stepped out of the limo and pushed past various people on his way to the door. Even now, after all these 
years, it was almost impossible to go anywhere without ever-present paparazzi. He checked in at the front 
desk and got in the elevator. Punching in the buttons for his floor, he tiredly rubbed his face. He was getting a 
little old for this business. 


He swiped his card and opened the door, almost pissing himself when a familiar voice rang out from in his 


room. 

"Alright, what do you need to talk about?" 

"Jesus! Joe, don't scare me like that." 

The blonde singer was sprawled out on the queen size bed in Sav's suite, playing on his phone. 

"Well, what is it? I've got an hour to get to the airport, so make it quick" 

Sav sighed. He wasn't sure why he put so much stock in what the girl had said, but what reason did she have 
to lie? Joe's flight had nothing to do with her, one way or another. There must've been some legitimacy in her 
warning. 

"Saaav." Joe whined, drawing out the ‘a' in his name. "Hurry up." 


This was going to be more difficult than he'd originally thought. Joe was stubborn, and nothing short of bars 
and handcuffs was going to keep him from that plane. 


Handcuffs. 


"So, what do you think about a new album?" Sav said nonchalantly, hoping to throw his friend for a loop while 
he looked for the restraints he hoped to God he still had. The odds that they'd even made it into his bags this 
tour were almost zero. In 1983? Definitely. ‘88° Yep. ‘93° Probably. ‘OT? Maybe. ‘3? Doubtful. Now? Almost no 


chance. 


And there they were, tucked into a pocket next to his underwear and a bottle of lube. Forgot about that. 


Classic. 


"| don't know. Do we need to? People don't want to hear us now. People want to hear us thirty years ago. We 


hardly ever play anything newer than Adrenalize." 
"We did stuff off of Slang and X recently." 


"Because we wanted to. Nobody gives a bloody fuck about anything past Adrenalize, and most people only care 


about Hysteria" 


"That's not true." Sav flopped on the bed next to Joe. "Loads of people love Pyromania. And let's not forget High 
‘N' Dry" 


"You have a point! 
"So, what do you think?" 

"About a new album?" 

"Yeah" 

‘Let's run it by the rest of the band and see what the overall reaction is, then go from there’ 
"Okay" Sav fingered the cuffs in his pocket 

"Is that all?" 

"Mostly. Want a drink?" 


"No. Gotta get to the airport." Joe trailed off, narrowing his sea-green eyes at his bass player. "You're trying 
to stall me, aren't you? You believe that lunatic girl" 


By 

"Sav, watch out the way, | have a deadline here." 
"No." Sav said. 

"Yes." Joe made a move towards the door. 


"Nol" Sav tackled his friend to the bed, sitting on him and pinning his wrists with one hand while he fumbled 
with the cuffs. 


"Sav, what the fuck?" Joe screeched, putting up a good fight. It wasn't any use, though. Joe might have been 
bigger, but Sav was stronger. 


‘lm sorry." He said softly as he cuffed one of Joe's hands, ran the chain through the headboard, and locked 
the other one. "I don't know what her warning meant, but after all the hell we've been through together, l'm 


not taking a chance on losing you." 


"Sav, you're not going to lose me! The girl was obviously crazy. I'll be absolutely fine." 


"Yeah, and I'm sure that's what Rick thought thirty-five years ago when he got into that car." 
"Don't drag him into this." Joe sighed. "Now get off me, you're squishing my cock." 


Sav blushed and quickly got up, going to the kitchenette and retrieving a bottle of wine from the mini bar. He 
poured himself a glass and sat down on the sofa, grabbing the remote and flipping on the TV. 


"Would you let me loose, please?" Joe pleaded, rattling the chains against the headboard. "And why have you 
even got these things?" 


"No. Not until I'm sure you're going to miss your flight. And | think you know what those are usually for." 
"| didn't know you were still into that." 

"I'm not, not really. Haven't done it in a long time." 

Sav sipped his wine, absentmindedly watching Joe as some news reporter talks about a robbery. Funny, how 
they've changed. Once young and hungry, now older and content. Well, Sav was pretty sure Joe was content. 
Himself, he wasn't sure if he'd ever get over his crooked face. Or the tragedy he could've prevented. 
"What're you looking at?" Joe snarks. 


"You." Sav simply says. "I'm just thinking about us, the band, the years..Steve." 


Steve Clark.master guitarist, white lightning, sex god, alcoholic. The only man Sav had ever loved as more than 


a friend. 


-Flashback- 
-|F18- 


"You're cute" Steve laughed softly, pushing Sav's fluffy, hairsprayed, thick brown curls away from his face. 
"Got nice eyes." 


"Yeah? You've got ‘em too.” Sav said. 


"Not as cute as you." Steve leaned closer, and before Sav knew it, soft, chapped lips were moving gently against 


his own. 


His thought process stopped completely, unable to comprehend anything other than Steve, Steve's mouth, 
Steve's hands, Steve's hips, Steve. 


'I--lm--l like girls." Sav stuttered, gasping for breath when Steve pulled away. 


"Me too’ 

"But-—then--why--what." 

"| just like you too" 

"Steve, lm not gay" 

"Yeah? Me either, | just like you, thats all” 

-Erd Flashback- 

There it started, something that would last for years to come. The dynamic would change once Phil happened 
The Terror Twins.Phil and Steve. Steve and Phil. They'd hold hands and kiss in public, becouse they could. They'd 
get drurk and make love in the bus, because they could They'd make eyes at each other and hump their 


guitars onstage, because they could Everyone knew about The Terror Twins. 


But Steve still loved Sav, and Sav still loved Steve, till the day he left this world. And deep down, Sav would 


always love Steve. 

Stil 

"Hey, Sav, can you change the channel? | don't like this" 

Sav rolled his eyes. Joe could be such an annoyance sometimes. 
"Yes, your majesty” 

"Piss of 

"What do you wanna watch?" 

"See if there's a good porn channel’ 

"JOE 

"Ugh, fine. See if that dumb American dating show is on. The Bachelor, | think it's called" 
"It is" Sav rolled his eyes, flipping the TV to Joe's show of choice. 


"Good. Now since you won't let me go, you're gonna shut up and watch." 


Chapter Two 


Sav woke up with his head on Joe's chest. Why? He guessed he'd fallen asleep like that, and Joe hadn't cared or 
been able to push him off. The TV was still on, playing the news. Joe was snoring softly, and Sav took the 


opportunity to roll over and reach up, freeing Joe's hands. 

"Hey, Joe.." Sav trailed off, watching the top story on NBC. "Look at this." 

"What?" The singer mumbled sleepily, rubbing his eyes. 

"Check out the news." 

"Breaking news," a pretty female reporter said, "Delta Airlines flight 625 went down over the Atlantic Ocean 
early this morning. All twenty-four people on the plane were killed. Delta is investigating the cause of the 


crash, but as of now, the investigation has provided no conclusive results." 


"Oh my God. That was my flight. 625. | remember, because what a funny coincidence that it would be 625, of 
all numbers." Joe took a deep breath. "Oh my God" He whispered. 


“She was right." Sav said quietly. "Joe." 

‘Oh my God" Joe repeated. 

"| could've lost youl" Sav cried out, wrapping his arms around Joe and burying his head in his friend's chest. 
"Joe, | could've lost you! You could've died!" Sav hiccuped, a shaky sob wracking his body. Joe hugged him 
tightly, rubbing his back and playing with his hair. 

"But you didn't lose me. I'm right here, Rick, just like always." 

Sav loved it when Joe called him Rick. He only did it occasionally, but it made Sav feel loved and wanted by 
someone other than Lainey, who seemed to want him to be as miserable as possible. He was glad she was 
divorcing him. 

"Thank you for making me stay. You saved my life." 

"No..." Sav said slowly, "She did" 


eR 


"We're going to Starbucks and that's final." Joe said, arms crossed. "We can make a game plan over a nice, hot 


cup of coffee." 


"| like frappuccinos." Sav smirked. 

"Okay, fine, a cup of coffee at whatever temperature you fancy." 

"| don't like coffee." Phil said. 

"Whatever! Get water if you want, but we're going to Starbucks and that's final.” 


“Alright. Get in the car." Sav slid into the driver's seat of their rented SUV. "Starbucks, game plan, and then we 
find her." 


"I know this is important, but how exactly are we going to track down a teenage girl without seeming like 
creeps?" Vivian made a face. "| mean, five middle-age men looking for a fifteen-year-old girl? People'll think 
we're total pedos." 

"He does have a point" Phil said. "We're not exactly the nicest looking bunch, either." 


"Nice? We're plenty nice.” 


"C'mon, Sav, get real. You've got long hair and you're wearing ripped up jeans and an AC/DC shirt. Joe has the 


worst case of resting bitch face I've ever seen 

"Heyl" Joe protested, "Do not!" 

"Yes you do. We all have earrings and tattoos, and Rick's missing an arm. We look like a bunch of ruffians." 
"Phil's right" Rick nodded. "Sorry, Sav, Joe, but this is a lost cause." 

"We have to find her!" Sav said desperately. "She saved Joe's life!" 

"It's impractical." 

"Since when do we give a flying fuck about impracticality?" Sav parked crookedly in front of a freestanding 
Starbucks and got out of the car, slamming the door. "This band.this band has been through so much. 
Impracticality is nothing new. Remember when Rick lost his arm? Yeah, a one-armed drummer is pretty 
fucking impractical, but we did it. f we can handle this..curse that we seem to have, we can find this girl." 
"Bloody right we can!" Joe folded up his sunglasses and sat them on the table. "Who wants to go and order?" 


"Il do it" Phil said. "What does everyone want?" 


"Dark roast.” Viv. 


"Espresso macchiato.” Joe. 

"Mocha frappuccino." Sav. "With whipped cream." 

"Cappuccino." Rick. 

While Phil went to give the barista their order, Sav pulled up Columbia, South Carolina, on google maps. 
Its not that big of a city." 


"The big city part isn't, but lookit. Suburbs. So many suburbs." Rick made a face as he looked over Sav's 
shoulder. "Gonna be like looking for a needle in a haystack" 


"Where do we start?" Viv pulled out his phone. "We don't even know her name." 

"Well, | got a pretty decent look at her. Average build, average height, dark brown hair--kinda curly, and really 
weird eyes. They were blueish green, but | swore | saw them flash gold more than once. She had on a Queen 
shirt and jeans, and a padlock necklace like Sid Vicious." 

‘Funny you say that about her eyes, because | thought | saw that too. | wrote it off as the lighting." 

| wrote it off as the tequila | had" 

Joe snorted. 

"Tequila? Jesus, Sav." 

"Hey, | only had one shot" 


"Take it easy, mate, you're not getting any younger.” 


"Piss off, just because you're all gung ho about health and shit doesn't mean | can't have a drink every now 


and then" 

Phil huffed and slouched down in his chair. 

"When she calls my name, one of you has to go get it 

"Not it!" Joe shrieked, and half the cafe turned to look at him. "Whoops." He whispered. "Not it." 
"IIl do it" Sav rolled his eyes. Joe could be so immature sometimes. Fucking prick. 


Sav ambled up to the counter and picked up their tray, smiling crookedly at the barista 


"Oh my God, you're Rick Savage!" The barista squealed. 
"lyes, that's me." 
"Oh my god, | love Def Leppard! Can | have your autograph?" 


"Shhh, keep it down. | don't want any more people than necessary to recognize me. And yes, you can have my 


autograph." 

"Herel" She slides a wallet-sized photo of him, circa 1987, across the counter. 

What the fuck? She carries a picture of me in her wallet? Freaky. 

Sav resisted the urge to make a face and signed the picture. God, he remembered that shirt. He loved it, wore 
it all the time, until one rip too many caused its demise. He'd once gotten kicked out of a convenience store in 


Kansas because both his nipples showed through the holes and apparently that evoked the "no shoes, no shirt, 


no service" rule. 

Bullshit, if you asked him, but most people didn't. 

"Thank you so much!" 

"You're welcome." 

Sav smiled and turned around, heading back to his bandmates. 

"Ooh, got a new groupie?" Rick teased. 

"Shut it, ya wanker. She wanted my autograph, that's all." 

"Mate, she was totally flashing you the bedroom eyes. You didn't see her check you out?" 
"| saw. Fucking crazy, the bird carries a picture of me in her wallet" 
"Someone's got an admirer!" Phil giggled. 

"Would you quit? I'm not interested, okay? | still miss Lainey.’ 


"God, that woman was horrible for you. Sav, when are you gonna realize that she only wanted you for sex and 


money?" Vivian grimaced. "She was wrong for you." 


"| know. But | loved her, even though she didn't love me." 


"You need to get out more, find a girl. One who loves you for who you are, not what you are." 
"Get Tinder, that's what | have. Good way to find a date." Joe said. 

San rolled his eyes. No way in hell was he getting Tinder. 

"lve got an id-" 

Just then, Joe's phone rang, cutting Rick off. 


“Ello? Yeah, I'll check our schedule. Y'know, we're out with Mötley Crue and Poison right now, but | wouldn't be 
opposed. Mhm, I'll check with everyone else and get back to you. Sure. Bye." 


"Who was that?" Phil asked curiously. 

"Phil Lewis." 

Phil spit his drink across the table. 

"Seriously?!" 

"Yes. He wanted to know if we'd be interested in touring with them this fall" 
"Can we?" Phil squeaked. "Oh my god, | haven't seen Phil Lewis in years!" 


"Can we discuss this later? Coverdale and his tour aren't place-sensitive. This girl is." Sav drummed his fingers 


on the table. 

"What if we ask around? Not that many girls her age are into Queen" Joe suggested. 

"Uh huh, ever since Bohemian Rhapsody came out" Sav disagreed. 

"Okay, nevermind." 

"| still say we ask around. There can't be that many orphan girls who like Queen and have weird eyes." 


"Okay. Where should we start?" Viv picked up his phone and pulled up a list of local orphanages. “There's a place 
called Epworth Children's Home, what if we try there?" 


Sav smiled. Perfect. 


Chapter Three 


"Ill go in" Sav said, parking in front of the orphanage. He looked at himself in the rear view mirror, fluffed his 


hair, and applied some more eyeliner. 
"Pretty sure that's not gonna help your case." Joe snickered. "Not that you look bad or anything, but still” 
"Shut up." 


Sav got out of the car and walked up to the door, unsure why his stomach hurt and he felt jittery. Fuck. He 


opened the door and took a step inside, eyes trained on his black high top sneakers. 
"Hello." 

Sav looked at who he assumed was the receptionist. 

"Er, ‘ello. 'm here to ask about a girl?" 

"Mhm. Let me get Ms. Foster." 

Sav shuffled his feet and played with his necklaces, an age-old nervous habit. 
"Good day, Mr.." 

"Savage. Rick Savage." 

"Mr. Savage." 

"G'day." 

"You're here to enquire about adoption?" 


"Er, not exactly. See, | need to know about this girl. She, er, well, she has brown hair and blue-green eyes, and 


last | saw her, she had on a purple Queen shirt." 
"What about her?" 

"Do you know her?" 

"Yes, she lives here" 


"Can | talk to her?" 


"Why are you here, Mr. Savage?" 
Sav shuffled his feet. Jesus, this woman was intimidating! 
"Well, you see, she was at our show last night-you see, I'm in a band-and she somehow got backstage. She 


gave Joe-he's our singer—a warning, told him not to board his flight, and the flight he was supposed to be on? 
Well, the plane crashed. No survivors. So, you see, she saved his life. And we'd like to thank her." 


"A band" 

"Yeah, Def Leppard. You know us?" 

"Oh my, aren't you on tour with Mötley Crue?" 

"Yeah, that's us!" 

"Good lord" 

"Are you a fan?" Sav smiled. If he could win her over with an autograph.. 

"Heavens no! Devil music, that is! 

"Er, Im Catholic, actually" Sav was not Catholic, then or ever. But hey, they did a cover of Personal Jesus 
That's godly enough, right? ‘Reach out, touch faith: Sounded churchy. She didn't have to know that in the 
video, he'd moved his leather-clad hips in a way that was sinful at best, and he hadn't been shy about showing 
off his flat, tanned stomach. Hey, flaunt it if you've got it. 

"Are you now?" 

"Yes maam" 


His use of religion and the word ‘ma'am’ seemed to suffice, and she nodded curtly. 


"You've got to be talking about Jamie Sullivan. She's a problem, that one. Runs away, puts silly notions into the 
other children's heads..we'll be rid of her soon, though." 


"What do you mean?" 
"This is her fifth time running away, and when we catch her, she's going to the juvenile hall." 


"Oh: 


‘Is that all, Mr. Savage?" 
"Yeah. Thanks." 


Sav turned and let himself outside. Juvenile hall? The girl-Jamie-was going to jail, pretty much, and just for 


running away from a god forsaken orphanage. 


"How'd it go?" Joe asked, turning down Mott The Hoople, which he had been playing from his phone. Sav 
regretted the day he'd taught Joe how to use bluetooth speakers. 


"Well, she ain't there. Apparently she's a runaway, and when they catch her, she's going to juvie." 
"Shit." 
"Yeah." 


"Hey, mates..." Phil started, "I'm sorry to be so off topic, but y'know how we visit the record stores in each 


town?" 
"Yeah?" 

"There's one here. | called, and they've got the Deep Purple bootleg I've been looking for!" 

"Are you suggesting we go there?" 

"Just for a bit" 

"Well," Joe considered, "Okay" 

'But-" Sav protested 

"Cimon, it's just so Phil can get his record. This is, what, the seventeenth record shop you've been to?" 
"Eighteenth, actually” 


"Sav, there's a vintage thrift shop right down the street. It's called Sid € Nancy, and it looks just like your type 


of place." 
"Fine" Sav huffed. 


eR 


"Could we please listen to something else?" Phil begged. 


"What's wrong with this?" Joe protested, always defending Mott. Did he ever listen to anything else? 
"Nothing, except the fact that we've heard it three times already. Where the fuck even are we?" 
"| dunno. Google says we have six hours and twenty minutes left" Viv said. 


"Well, Google's fucking wrong.” Sav snarled. "Gimme that motherfucker!" He snatched the phone from Viv's hand 


and squinted at the screen. "Someone find my glasses, | can't see shit" 

Joe handed Sav a pair of pink reading glasses, and the bassist looked at the screen once more. 
"Which of you idiots put the destination in?" 

"Me." Joe snapped. "What's wrong with it?" 

| don't know, but its taking us to somewhere in Tennessee." 

‘Oh, shit" Rick mumbled. 

"Give it, lemme fix it" Joe demanded. 

"Il do it, goddamn it" 

Sav punched in the address of the record store, and a route popped up. 
"Forty-five minutes." He said. "Do | smell wine?" 

"Oops." Joe shrugged. "I can't deal with you sober." 

"Put it away, l'm not in the mood for going to jail." 

Sav made an illegal U-turn and fishtailed back into the fast lane. Goddamnit, Joe. 
"Hey, I'd like to survive this trip, if its okay with you." Viv said. 

"Me too." Phil agreed. "Maybe someone else should drive?" 


‘lm perfectly capable, thank you very much." Sav turned off Joe's music, turned on the radio, and twisted the 


volume knob to the right, drowning out the protests of his band mates with Pink Floyd. 


Take that, Joe. 


Sav rolled his eyes. The blonde singer was drinking wine in the backseat, despite the earlier warning. Phil and 
Rick were laughing over something on Twitter, Viv was complaining about how he missed Stuart, and Joe was 
making eyes at Sav in the rear view mirror. Lovely. 

"Sav, can you please slow down? We're going almost eighty!" 


"Would you be quiet?" Sav groaned, but slowed down anyways. 


| could be quiet.but its so much more fun to annoy youl" Joe cackled and took another swig of wine. "Turn 


that shit down, | wanna listen to Mott" 
"How dare you disrespect The Backstreet Boys! And we are NOT listening to fucking Mott!" 


Sav huffed. Joe would be the death of him someday, he just knew it. 


Chapter Four 


Sav ambled down the sidewalk in Five Points, South Carolina, ignoring the looks people gave him. Sure, he was a 
sight with his tousled silvery blonde curls and his tight jeans with his obvious junk, but people needn't stare. 
Didn't they know how rude that was? 


"Don't swing your ass like that" Joe said as he and Sav walked side by side, headed to the thrift store called 
Sid € Nancy. 


"Oh my god" Sav squeaked as soon as he stepped through the doorway, eyeing a cropped pink silk jacket. "I need 
that!" 


"You'd look fucking hot in that” Joe agreed. "Try it on" 


Sav slipped into the dressing room, pulled his shirt over his head, and slid his arms into the sleeves of the 
jacket. He looked in the mirror. Hell yes. 


"Shit." Joe breathed when Sav came out and spun around. 
"You like?" 

"Jesus god, you look amazing." 

"Thanks." Sav smiled coyly. "Wanna help me take it off?" 
"Sav!" 


The bassist just snickered. While he changed back into his t-shirt, Joe tried on all manner of ridiculous 


sunglasses. 


"You like?" Joe struck a pose, hands on his hips as he modeled a pair of pink cat-eye glasses with huge 


rhinestones on the corners. 
"Sexy" Sav growled, and then cracked up. Joe giggled and wandered over to the t-shirt rack. 
"Look" Joe says, his voice cracking awkwardly. "Look!" 


Sav looked, and saw a dark purple Mott The Hoople shirt. Joe looked good in purple, and Sav knew he'd never 
leave without the shirt anyways. 


Fucking Mott. 


"Get it. Purple's a good color for you." 
"I know. It's a good color for you, too, y'know." 
"Oh, shove it" But secretly, Sav loved the compliment, and tucked it away for when he was feeling down. 


After paying for Joe's shirt and Sav's jacket, the two musicians stepped back out into the warm southern air, 


sliding their sunglasses over their eyes in a synchronous movement that was almost comical. 

‘lm gonna check out that bakery across the street, wanna come?" Joe asked. 

"Nah." Sav was itching for a smoke, but he'd left his back in the hotel. He knew better than to try and bum 
one from Joe, as he had quit years ago. Said it was "detrimental to his health" or some shit. Sav didn't see 
anything wrong with himself, other than his Bell's, and that definitely wasn't related to smoking. 

He scanned the people around, looking for someone to swipe a cigarette from. There! The young woman leaning 
up against the wall, lighting up. She looked shady, wearing sunglasses and a long trench coat, despite the heat. 
Twin braids snakes out from underneath her black newsboy cap. 


"Hey." He said, casually joining her against the wall. "Can | bum a smoke?" 


She wordlessly pulled out a pack of Marlboro Reds-Sav's favorite-and held it out to him. He snagged one and 
then realized that his lighter had been left in the hotel with his cigs. 


"Can | bum a light?" 


She huffed and handed over a cheap plastic Bic lighter, neon orange. Sav wasn't sure why he felt the need to 
note that detail, but he did. Specificities came at a higher cost with each passing year. 


He took a drag and blew out the smoke, watching with bored fascination as it swirled around his head and 


dissipated into the air. Just one more vice he couldn't stand to give up. 

"Thank you." He nodded at the girl, who was playing with the end of one of her braids. 
"No problem." 

Sav jolted. 


"You're her." He stated, not bothering to phrase it as a question. He knew. That voice, the odd aura that seems 


to surround her..he knew. 


"Depends. Who's her?" 


"Don't play dumb. You're the one who saved Joe's life.” 

She pulled off her glasses, folding them up and sliding them into the front pocket of her coat 
Wea 

"Who the fuck are you?" 


"Whoever you want me to be. Nobody. A liar, a thief, a whore. A witch. Casanova. God. Scarlett O'Hara. Marilyn 


Monroe." 

Sav shook his head. What? 

"Jamie." 

"How do you know my name?" She glanced at him, and he swore he saw gold. 

"Depends. Once you explain last night, I'll tell you." 

Unfazed by Sav's height and age, she got right up in his face. 

"Tip them off and I'll kill you. | thought it would be okay to use it to save Joe. | couldn't.| couldn't 
let.nevermind. | thought | could trust you lot: Tell anyone what happened and I'll kill both of you, all of you. 
That's a promise." 


She made to run but Sav grabbed her arm. 


lm not going to send you back, if thats what you're worried about. That woman rubbed me the wrong way 


anyhow." 

"Then what do you want?" 

"To say thank you. Joe wants to as well" 

Speak of the devil. The blonde singer was hightailing his way across the street, towards Sav. 
"Bloody ‘ell, mate! You found her!" 

"Joe." Jamie said, her voice flat and even. 

"How? How did you know? You saved me!" 


"| don't kiss and tell. You so much as mention it to anyone else, I'll kill you, and him." She pointed at Sav, who 


calmly took another drag and snaked his arm around Joe's waist. 
"Sav!" 


"Shut up." Sav breathed into his friend's neck, licking the spot underneath his ear. He snickered when he felt 


Joe shiver. 

Jamie crossed her arms. 

"Do | make myself clear?" 

"Yeah." Joe sounded a bit strangled, probably due to Sav's hand in his back pocket. 

They really shouldn't do this out in public, Sav mused. But who cared? He wanted Joe, and he wanted him now. 
"Hotel" Sav growled. "Jamie, come with us." 

"What?" 


"IIl explain later, now come onl" Sav demanded, while Joe called an Uber. No way in hell were they waiting for 


the other guys. 

A green Mazda pulled up to the curb. Jamie got in the passenger seat while the two musicians tumbled into 
the back. Sav fought to keep his hands off of Joe for the entirety of the thirteen-minute ride, and was half- 
hard by the time they'd made it into the elevator. 


"Here." Sav gave Jamie the key card to his room. "Make yourself at home. Don't do anything | wouldn't do." 


And with that, Sav and Joe rushed down the hall to Joe's suite. 


Chapter Five 


Eager whines and moans filled the room as the two men stumbled towards the bed. Belt buckles jangled and 
zippers screeched as clothes were discarded and thrown carelessly across the floor. Hands wandered, tongues 


met, bodies touched. Sav had been longing for the skin on skin contact for months. 


"Need you so bad" Joe gritted out. Sav knew what he wanted, craved, needed, and he was more than willing to 


give himself. 

He straddled Joe's hips, pinned his wrists above his head, and kissed him hard. His mind flashed back to the 
night before, and he briefly wished he had the cuffs. Sav shook his head. He didn't need them. Joe would 
submit willingly, and even if he didn't, Sav knew how to make him. 


Make him. 


It sounded so forceful, rough, harsh, and it was. Exactly how Joe needed it. It wasn't really that Sav made him. 


It was more that Joe made Sav make him. And Sav wanted to. 

A twisted power game, really. 

"Give it to me!" 

Sav did a too fast prep, just his two fingers and some spit, because he knew that was how Joe wanted it. 
Needed it. He did use a generous amount of lube on his cock, though, because he didn't want to hurt either of 
them. 

Joe let out a needy little whine and squirmed under Sav's ministrations. 


"Please." He whimpered, sounding utterly broken. "Please, Sav." 


In one smooth rock of his hips, Sav thrust in and bottomed out. Joe screamed. Sav growled. He knew Joe, inside 


and out, and he was gonna make this fuck one to remember. 
"Shit, fuck, yeah, Sav-" 


Sav pinched and twisted Joe's nipples, licked his chest, bit his neck He knew every hotspot, everything that got 
Joe going. 


irTy-seven years was more Than enough Time To learn. 
Th th h time to | 


It went both ways; Sav let out a low moan when Joe tugged at his hair, lost his rhythm briefly when Joe 


clenched around him. 


"C'mon, give it to me! Like a man!" 

Sav growled deep in his throat. Joe wanted it? Fine. Joe was gonna get it. 

"Turn over." Sav commanded, pulling out. 

"You know my knees can‘t-" 

"| said, turn over. You want it like a man? Fine." 

"Not like that. Like.like we used to." 

Sav knew exactly what he meant and wasted no time in shoving Joe up against the wall. They'd both pay for it 
tomorrow, Sav knew-Joe's back, his knees and ankles. Still, he couldn't help but feel a little thrill. They hadn't 


done it like this in years. 


It took him back to the days of frantic backstage romps, Joe's jeans around his knees as they fought for 


release in the three minute break before encore. 


Sav felt like he was twenty again as he drew sweet moans and screams from Joe's lips. It was all there-raw 


need, carnal urges, animal instinct, and pure, unadulterated lust. 

And, maybe a bit of love. 

"Yeah!" Joe cried out. Sav pinned his wrists above his head when he tried to touch himself. 
‘Come from my cock or not at all” 


Joe looked like he wanted to fight it for a second, but changed his mind. 


Sav liked it when Joe fought, and his dominant nature was usually fun in the bedroom. Not today, though. 
Today, Joe needed to let go, stop worrying about control for a while. 


"C'mon, take it!" 


"Yeeeeeeeaaaaaaaah!" Joe screamed when he came. He always had, always would. Sav liked it. He fucked Joe 


through his orgasm, ignoring the whimpers and cries that followed as he hit his friend's over sensitive spot. 


"God, Joe." He groaned, coming undone. He held the singer tight against him, crying out into his neck as he rode 
out the waves of combined pain and pleasure. 


"Love you." 


"Love you more." 

RK 

Sav let himself into his room, only to find it empty. 

"Jamie?" 

"Out here." 

She was out on the balcony, a glass of what looked like whiskey in one hand and a cigarette in the other. 
"You smell like sex" She remarked as Sav leaned against the rail beside her. He sipped his wine. 
"Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

A silence fell over them, though not an uncomfortable one. Sav lit his own smoke and took a drag. 
"Nice evening, huh?" 


The sun was setting over Columbia, and a warm breeze ruffled Sav's curls. He looked out across the 


city, noting the way the light seemed to just brush the trees that lined the streets. 

"Suppose so." Jamie swirled her drink around and finished it off. "So.aren't you gonna tell me to stop?" 
"Stop what?" 

"Drinking, smoking.” 

"No." 

"Why?" 

"| was into worse at your age. | may be a lot of things, but a hypocrite is not one of them." 

Jamie nodded thoughtfully. 

Sav didn't know what to say, so he didn't say anything at all. 


"Well, I'm here. Care to explain why?" 


"| couldn't very well just leave you out on the street, now could 1?" 
"If you knew what was good for you, you would've." 

"Why's that?" 

“Because l'm a nightmare." 

And with that, she stalked back inside, leaving Sav with his thoughts. 


He finished his cigarette and followed her inside, meaning to ask her about her eyes, but he never got the 


chance. 
"Shit" She said, looking at the TV. Her picture flashed across the screen with the word MISSING underneath it. 


"Well," Sav began, "There's nothing we can do about it tonight, anyways. We leave for Jacksonville tomorrow at 


noon, so Ill see what | can do on short notice 
"What do you mean?" 

"We're going back to the orphanage.” 

"You said you wouldn't take me back!" 

"Just for a bit, as long as it takes for me fo sign whatever papers | need to’ 

sei 

"To adopt you" 

"What the fuck? Rick, you've got a band and a life. You do not need the problems that km sure to bring you 
"Phil, Joe, and Rick all have kids. | can't see why it would be an issue if | did” 


"Kids have nothing to do with it. | don't doubt your fathering abilities whatsoever. In fact, | think you'd make a 


wonderful father. Just not for me." 
"You don't want me to adopt you?" 
Its not that at alll I'd love nothing more than to come home with you, but you don't know what you're getting 


into. Listen to me. I've been adopted and brought back five times, and I've had six different foster families. 


None of them wanted me after the first few weeks." 


"Five times?!" 

"| don't want to talk about it." 

Jamie took off her trench coat and hat, folding the former up neatly and setting the latter on top. She then 
placed the whole bundle on the dresser with her sunglasses. Sav noted that she was still wearing her clothes 
from last night. 

"Okay." 

"So the best thing for you to do would be to forget you ever saw me, okay?" 

"No, not okay. Why would it be so bad if | adopted you?" 

"Because..because it just would." 

"That's not an answer." 


| can't tell you, okay? It's against the rules. I'm sorry | ever dragged you into this." 


‘lm not. If it wasn't for you, Joe would be gone. Dead. And you know what? I'd probably be on my way to 


follow him." 


Sav stared into his glass of wine. Joe. His Joe. His Joe could've been gone in an instant, and he had this girl to 


thank that he wasn't. He couldn't let her go. 

Im signing those papers tomorrow. If its a nightmare? Fine, we'll get through it. My whole life has been one 
nightmare after another. What's one more? Can't be any worse than.." Than if I'd lost him, Sav thought. Than 
if he was gone. 


"Suit yourself” 


He would. 


chapter six 


Sav woke up in Joe's bed How had he gotten there? Well, after Jamie fell asleep on the sofa, Sav laid her down 
and tucked her into his own bed, and then sought refuge with Joe. It wasn't so bad; he liked sleeping with Joe. 
Sleeping, with his head on Joe's chest and Joe's hands on his back and his stomach and oh god Joe's hands 
were everywhere and wow this is what it's like to be loved and god he smells good and mmmm warm. 


"Hey." 


Joe's rough morning voice roused Sav from his mind's wanderings. Hands traced invisible shapes on his 


stomach, and he sighed in contentment. 

"Hey, luv." 

"Sleep well?" 

"Mhm." Sav snuggled up to Joe and made a soft noise of pleasure. "I always do when I'm with you." 
"God, Sav, you're such a sap." 

"You love it:" 

"Fuck you." 

"Oh, | will, later." 

Sav got out of the bed and headed to the bathroom. 

I'm gonna shower, then | gotta go to the orphanage. Can you do me a favor and pack my stuff?" 
"Why the orphanage? You're gonna take her back?" 

"lm gonna adopt her." 

"Sav! You are not!" 

"Yes, | am." 

"For real?" 


"Yeah, does that bother you?" 


"Nah, l'm actually not all that fussed about it. Might be good for you." 
"| like to think so." 
Sav got in the shower, leaving the door open as an invitation in case Joe wanted to join. He probably wouldn't. 


He washed his hair. If there was one thing Sav did better than anyone else, it was washing his hair. He was 


rinsing out Joe's conditioner when arms came around his waist from behind. 

"Didn't think I'd miss an opportunity to sex you up in here, did you?" 

‘Mmm, Joe." Sav dropped his head back on his friend's shoulder and sighed. "Not in the mood" 
Oinon" 

"What do you want?" 

"Get on your knees for me?" 


Sav carefully dropped to the floor-you couldn't be too cautious, at this age-and looked up at Joe, making his 
blue eyes wide and biting his lip. 


"If l'm gonna do this, l'm gonna do it right. | want you to do what you please with me, okay?" 
"Yeah. Now suck it" 

Sav licked at the head and then took it in, working his tongue in just the way he knew Joe liked. 
"God, Rick" 


Sav moaned when Joe grabbed his hair, fingers tangling through thick curls. It hurt. It hurt so good, and god, 
Sav liked it. 


"C'mon, take it!" Joe pushed Sav's head down, forcing him to take it all. His nose was buried in Joe's dark hair- 


no, Joe wasn't a natural blonde and neither was Sav. He swallowed, and Joe started to come undone. 
"Oh, yeah, fuck, Sav, gonna-" 


Joe let out a filthy groan upon finding his release, and that's when Sav realized he'd come too. He'd come and 


he hadn't even known it 


Sav swallowed, stood up, and turned to face his lover, gazing into soft green eyes. He kissed his lips gently, full 


of love and passion. 


"You ever think.what if | didn't miss the bus?" Joe mused. "You think it would've ended up like this?" 
"| like to think so, but | think we both know the truth." 


"Y'know, | could be trying to retire from the factory, living in a ratty old house all alone, nursing a broken 


heart and broken dreams, if it weren't for that bus. And if you hadn't let me in the band." 

"As soon as you opened your mouth and sang, | knew you were the one. Work ethic, drive, ambition..sex appeal." 
Joe snorted. 

"Yeah, | had so much sex appeal when | was an awkward teenager." 

"You didl" Sav protested. "You have bedroom eyes, like, always, and your hips!" 

"Hips? Talk about hips, Savvy." 

"Yeah? Well, you have the nicest ass and legs for miles." 

"Well, you have-" 


"Rick, are you in there?" Jamie's voice filtered through the steam, breaking Sav and Joe out of their 


compliment war. 
"Yeah, just a minute." 
He kissed Joe and stepped out, wrapping a fluffy hotel towel around his waist. 


"If we're going to make it to the orphanage and still catch the flight, we need to leave as soon as possible." 


Jamie handed him a cup of coffee. "Like, now." 


| hear you. Give me ten minutes." Sav darted out into the hall, making sure he wasn't seen, and hurriedly let 


himself into his room. He dressed quickly in jeans and a blue silk shirt, and left his hair to air dry. 
"Are you sure about this?" Jamie asked as he laced up his high tops. 

"Yes. One hundred percent" 

"Don't say | didn't warn you." 


"| won't." 


Sav unlocked the car and got in, starting the engine and turning on the radio. 
"So, why are you so dead set on adopting me, anyways?" 


"Because you saved Joe's life and because the woman at the home said you would go to the juvenile detention 
place when they caught you. As someone who's spent a night or two in jail, | can confirm that it's less than 


fun" 

Especially if you're pretty, Sav thought. Especially if you're a long haired freak, Sav thought. 

"They wouldn't have caught me" 

"You can't be sure of that 

"Yes, Rick, | can. You don't know as much as you think you do, and it would serve you well to remember that" 
Sav tapped his fingers on the steering wheel and rolled his eyes. Teenagers 


"C'mon, let's go get these papers done." 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
*Well. It's been a while, huh? I've had a lot going on, | apologize for the wait. 
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"You've brought her back! Thank you, Mr. Savage. And you, young lady, are in big trouble’ 

"Actually, that's the thing. | haven't brought her back-well, | have, but not for that: I'd like to adopt her: 
"Adopt her? You" 

is 

"You're a rockstar, yes?" 


"Musician" Sav said quickly. He hated the term "rockstar." He wasn't some kind of deity, just a guy from 
Sheffield who'd gotten lucky. 


"What is your marital status?" 

"I'm unmarried" 

"Have you been married before?" 

"Err, yes. Twice." Sav grimaced. First Dara, back in the nineties, and then Lainey. 
"Divorced twice and in a rock band? | don't think you'd be a suitable parent, Mr. Savage." 


Sav had anticipated something like this, and come prepared. 


"Look," he said, "think of it like this. She ran away, | found her, and l'm taking her off your hands. No skin off 


your nose.” 


"Mr. Savage, we don't just-" 


Please." Jamie spoke up from beside Sav, making her eyes big and pouting slightly. "He's right. You'll never have 


to deal with me ever again." 


"Well. Alright. Mr. Savage, come on back here, I'll need to have you sign some things and answer some 


questions. Jamie, you may pack your things and then wait out here." 


eR 


"Okay, we're all set." Sav was beaming as he led Jamie back out to the car. "Now, we're off to Jacksonville, 


which is our last date." 

"| can't believe she signed me over to you. | can't fucking believe it" 

"Language. It helped that | bribed her." 

"Rick!" 

"Call me Sav, please." Only Joe called him Rick. And anyways, Sav sounded a bit like Dad but a whole lot cooler. 
"You bribed her?" 


"Well, | had to! She dug up some shit about me from way back when and it didn’t look good, so | gave her a 
liHtle.incentive. Thats all." 


"Language." Jamie smirked. "What kind of shit?" 


"Just.some things. About me. And I've been arrested before, which looks bad, and we all got up to some 
rather..unsavory activities back in the day." 


"What'd you get arrested for?" 
"Which time and which country?" 
"Ummm... The first time." 


"Spain, 1980. We were late to a gig and it started a riot. The Spanish police pulled guns on us, and | swear | 
thought | was gonna spend the rest of my life in that musty cell." 


"What about the next time?" 


"Uh..! don't wanna talk about it." 
And Sav took a tumble head first onto memory lane. 
-Flashback- 


Sav whimpered, dropping his head back against the wall and arching into Steve's touch. He knew they shouldn't 
be doing this, in public or in private, but it felt so right that he couldn't bring himself to stop. 


"God, you're so pretty." Steve said, sliding his hands into Sav's dark auburn hair and kissing him hard. "I wish | 
could fuck your pretty little ass, right here and now." 


"Nol" Sav moaned, grinding against the knee that was shoved between his legs. “Can't, not here." 
"Then I'll just have to get us off another way, huh?" 


‘Mmmm, yeah." Sav whined, feeling Steve's rough fingers all over him, tugging at his hair, on his chest, sliding 


down his pants. "Shit, Steve! Not herel" 

"Nobody'll find out. We can go out back if you wanna blow me." 

"Nuh uh." Sav rocked his hips, nestling his bulge against Steve's. "Get us off and don't get us caught." 
"Indecisive much?" Steve chuckled, rubbing Sav's cock through his jeans. 

Sav came in his pants, gasping and whining, then dropped to his knees and made quick work of getting Steve off. 
eR 

"Well, there's no one else I'd rather be locked up with." Steve sighed, shifting closer to Sav in an attempt to 
make his jacket work as a blanket for both of them. There wasn't a bed in their cell. Sav's jacket was folded up 


as a makeshift pillow, and in the close quarters, he could feel Steve's breath on his face. 


"Me either." Sav buried his nose in Steve's hair, breathing in the familiar scent of smoke and Steve's shampoo. 


"Nowhere I'd rather be. 
-End Flashback- 


In Japan in 1980, he and Steve had been caught in a.compromising position in the back of a bar. Steve had had 
a lot of explaining to do, about why his male bandmate was on his knees with his cock in his mouth. He'd made 
up some bullshit excuse about mistaking Sav for a girl, and Sav had acted too drunk to even know what was 


going on. They'd both spent the night in jail for public intoxication and indecency. 


"Sure. Okay, Sav, I'm gonna cut to the chase here. What is going on? | warn Joe like any decent person would 


do, then you track me down again, and now you're my legal guardian? What the hell?" 
"I didn't track you down! We were shopping and you were just there!" 
"Fine. It was a very strange coincidence, then. But why adopt me?" 


"The woman at the orphanage said you were a problem child and that they were sending you to jaill We've 
already been over this." 


"Still. | wouldn't have gotten caught anyways, but that's beside the point right now. What's it to you if | go to 
jail?" Jamie glared at him, and he watched as her eyes flashed gold. "Shit!" She muttered, yanking her fingers 
away from the center console. Where they'd been were four singed dots. Her eyes widened as she looked at 
Sav in panic. 

"What the absolute fuck is going on?" He demanded. 

"|.Nothing." 


"Jamie, you just burned holes in the console of my rental car the day after you somehow just knew that my 


singer's plane was gonna crash. I'd say that something's up." 
"| don't know. My fingers got hot." 
“Sure. You expect me to believe that?" 


"Yes." 


Sav did not believe that at all. Fingers got hot? Yeah, no. People's fingers didn't just get hot enough to singe 


holes in leather car interiors. 

"Bullshit" Sav drummed his fingers on the steering wheel. "What the fuck? How about you explain yourself?" 
"How about you watch your mouth and mind your own business?" She shot back. 

"This has been my business since you showed up backstage and turned my life upside down" 


"| did no such thing." 


Sav slammed on brakes, almost running a red light. 


"Yes you did!" 


"| did not! | saved you from having your life turned upside down!" 

She was right. Joe.. 

"Oh my god, can you just answer me this, then? How did you know?" 

"| can't tell you. It's against the rules." 

"The rules of what?" 

"Can't tell you that either." 

"What can you tell me?" Sav was frustrated. Good god, what had he gotten himself into? Was she part of 
some kind of demonic cult? Not that he hadn't seen some wild shit--in the music business, everyone does-- 
but he'd never seen something like this before. 

"Well. can do stuff. Weird stuff. Like, really weird stuff. The kind of shit you get burned at the stake for." 
"So you're..a witch?" 

"Well, | can't say, but if I'd lived three hundred years ago, I'd probably be in big trouble. If anyone happened to 
find out about anything. Not that | can say anything about anything. Take the hint, Sav. | can't tell you straight 
up, but | can probably get away with making you know as long as it looks like you just.figured it out. And | 


guess you deserve To understand what you're getting into." 


Sav's phone buzzed. He glanced down, seeing that Joe had packed his stuff and the band was waiting at the 


airport. 
"Oh my god" Sav groaned. "What exactly am | getting into?" 
"As long as no one finds out and | can keep it under control, everything will be fine. Hopefully.” 


Hopefully. Really reassuring, Sav thought. 


